GUBBINS ON LOVE

1 HAT3LL be Juicy, most like, coming back by way o5
Tollard Royal.33

"Aye. Plain as a pikestaff. 3Tistheclipperty-clopo'Juicy3s
dapple mare, new-shod, or Fin a sinner."

Snooper Dodridge and Old Joe Whicher retreated into
silence and glared poisonously at Mrs Fotheringay, a stoutish
blue-eyed Jezebel, who had come in out of the rain with a
nasty yammering whippersnapper. The rest of the company
looked more hopefully at their beer: perhaps Juicy would do
something to send these gaping wossets packing. 3Twas tarble
hard to have two such furriners cluttering up the bar parlour
on a Saturday night of all nights, and drinking gin for all the
world as though 'twere Michaelmas or Christmas-tide.

"Really, Christopher, this is intolerable: you bring me out
into this bestial environment, you let the car break down, you
abandon it to the care of some incompetent yokel, you bring
me in here.35 The opulent, pigeon-breasted bourgeoise deigned
to glance at. corduroy and hobnails, winced and stared
with exquisite distaste at the shivering cyclist in steaming
rain-sodden tweeds who sat staring at a glass of yellowy Strong
Unnatural Non-intoxicant beside the fire. "And now you tell
me Fm drunk. It's bestial, Christopher!33

"Dora, for heaven3s sake, be quiet: what will these gentle-
men think?33 Christopher looked round uneasily at the same
Saxon stolidity.

"Think? They can't think. You're drank, Christopher.33

"Hush, Dora, please!33

Outside, the rain-streaked night was full of the sound of
running water: the runnels, choked and flooded, tugged and
foamed at tangled roots and foliage. The hoof-beats slowed
to a walk, hesitated, stopped. A blurred patch of light shone